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And still let man his fabrics rear, 

August in beauty, stern in power, 

Days past— thou ivy never fear ! 

And thou shalt have thy dower ; ^ 

All are thine, or must be thine, 

Temple, pillar, shrine. 

Hemans. 

The ancient Greek priests presented a wreath of 
ivy to newly married persons, as a symbol of the 
closeness of the tie which ought to bind them to- 
gether ; and Ptolemy Philopater, king of Egypt, 
ordered all the Jews, who would abjure their reli. 
gion, and attach themselves to the superstitions of 
his country, to be branded with an ivy leaf. The 
ivy is the badge of the clan Gordon. This plant 4 

is symbolical of friendship, from the closeness of 
its adherance to the trees on which it has once 
fixed itself, and has therefore become a favorite 
device for seals, and amongst the number we have 
observed, a sprig of ivy with the motto “ I die 
where I attach myself,” and a fallen tree covered 
with ivy, with the words “ even ruin cannot sepa- 
rate us.” 

The holly, mistletoe, and ivy, are the plants in- 
timately associated with the close of the year, the 
gay blossoms of autumn have all departed, and 
the early ones of spring have not yet made their 
appearance, excepting perhaps a straggling prim- 
rose, which has dared to rise its adventurous head 
in some sheltered situation. The evergreens are 


therefore appropriated for the decorations of our 
houses during the holiday time of Christmas. 

“ ° h ! Christmas, welcome to thy happy reign, 

And all the social virtues to thy train ; 

The Cambrian harper hails thy festive time 
With sportive melody, and artless rhyme ; 

Unlike the bards who sung in days of old. 

And all the legends of tradition told ; 

In gothic castles deck’d with banner’s gay, 

At solemn festivals they pour’d the lay ; 

Their poor descendant wanders thro’ the vales. 

And gains a welcome by his artless tales, 

He finds a seat in every humble cot, 

And hospitality in every spot; 

*Tis now he bids the sprightly harp resound, 

To bless the hours with genial plenty crown’d. 

And now the gay domestic joys to prove 
The smiles of peace, festivity, and love ; 

Oh ! Christmas welcome to thy hallow’d reign. 

And all the social virtues in thy train/’ 
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